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Author's Notes: 

Man.. actually really don't care for this pairing at all, | did it because | literally always write Pelle x Dystein. H's 
never made any sense to me since Varg has denied having known Pelle, he was only lb-I7 when Pelle died and it 
always just felt kind of like mashing the two most famous ‘hot guys’ in black metal together (instead of 
say.Faust/Bard and Pelle, as he's also super hot, but he actually admits to knowing him, albeit not well, and had 
lived with him. | mean.in context this pairing makes a lot more sense). Nonetheless | tried it out, and it 
was..actually really fun to write. Their given personalities were fun to mash together and | liked doing it. Varg 
is [7 here, obviously, and | might add onto this someday (I'd like to screw around with Varg's mall-job) 
hopefully not out of my element or strange, although i say this on most stories | post. This was almost named 
‘Dancing Behind My Eyelids’ after the song by mum which ended up greatly helping with the ambience, but | 
chose not to. This must be my longest A/N posted, | wonder if I'm the only one who enjoys reading them. 
Ah.well.it's late at night and I'm tired. The shop Varg works at does have a name although | never mentioned it, 
and it's name is ‘Odd's Oddities" 


By the time Per made his way around the street corner, Varg was already leaned up against the brick wall. 


He smoked a cigarette, singeing his hair as he carefully watched Per walk towards him. 
"Thank you." Was all Per said when he stopped in front of him. 
Not Hello Varg' or Sorry for the ridiculously short notice.’ just ' Thank you. A ‘thank you full of resignation 


"If Øystein gives me hell for this | swear." Varg whispered, even though he didn't really mean it. He didn't give 
a fuck if Øystein gave him shit for this or not. 


If Øystein didn't want his bandmates running away from him then maybe Øystein should've considered treating 


‘em a little bit better. 
"I really hope he doesn't." Per said, the sincerity etched all over his face, backlit by street lamps lit by gas. 


Varg shook his head at Per, dropping the spent cigarette onto the Tarmac and grinding it in with the low heel 
of his boot. 


"Don't worry about it Per, Welcome to Bergen" Varg said with a limp ta-dah motion 


It was five forty five in the morning and there wasn't really much to see outside of pitch darkness and 


houses. Per still nodded appreciatively: 

‘It's pretty." 

"Thank you, l'm very proud of it" Varg said, reaching into his back pocket to pull out his apartment keys. 

It was cold outside, and judging by the way Per was trembling in his thin jacket the first course of action was 
probably running him a nice, warm bath before Varg skimmed through his voicemail to see if Øystein left him 


a steaming pile of verbal diarrhea. 


"Is that why you refuse to speak to me in anything other then ‘dialect?" Per teased gently, clearly trying not 


to overstep already shakey grounds and undecided boundaries. 
Varg rolled his eyes. 


They were friends, the two of them. They spoke on the phone at least once a week and Per usually flocked to 


him whenever they saw each other in person. That was alright, Varg flocked to him too, albeit less obviously. 


Per probably didn't see his amical treatement of him as sincere though, just a by-product of Varg being 
signed to Dystein's record label. 


Varg wanted to tell Per not to worry because really he's not loyal to anyone but himself but Per's loyalty 


comes into question as well. 


The jaded side of Varg tells him that really if Per hated being Bystein's punching bag so damn much he 
would've fled a long time ago. He probably just liked being mis-treated or something.. 


"You learn from difficulties, | wouldn't be doing you any favours by speaking in østnorsk and I'd certainly not be 
doing myself any favours- what's wrong though? Don't like Bergensk?" Varg decided to say, throwing a teasing 


smirk over his shoulder as they walked up the stairs. 


He hoped it would inspire Per to tease him even more. Thats what friends do, make fun of each other in good 


nature. 


"No it's.nice, hard to understand.but nice. | like it" Per said, smiling softly, his sneakers making wet squelches 
as they came in contact with the stairs. 


"Thank you, I'm very proud of it" Varg repeated, still smirking as they reached the front door. 
Usually when he'd hear from Per, Varg would prepare himself for hours of conversation 


It could be about anything, starting from things like Transylvania and Vampires and ending with deep 


conversations about the meaning of existence itself or maybe just legends Varg thought Per would enjoy. 
Varg didn't think there would be much of that tonight judging by how tired Per looked. 


"Do you want to tell me what happened tonight?" Varg asked, watching Per crouch down to undo the laces of 
his ratty, old Adidas’, neatly placing them- along with his wet socks, on the " Velkommen" mat. 


"Dunno..he called me stupid again, said | was a waste of fucking space all ‘cause | told him to turn that Klaus 


Schulze shit down so that | could sleep." Per shrugged, wiping his palms on the thighs of his jeans. 
‘Ils there..2" 
"His girlfriend dumped him." Per said with a bitter grin. 


"Ah..not surprised she did" Varg snorted, before looking over at his tweed, paisley sofa. It would be to small 
for either of them to sleep on 


"Let me run you a bath.. are you hungry? | have some cinnamon buns leftover." Varg said, his voice trailing 


off. 


"Why do you have cinnamon buns? | thought you hated sweets." Per asked as he followed him into the 


bathroom. 


"Don't go laughing at me but..l have a part-time job at a mall-" 


"As one of those hotdog salesmen with the cheesy sausage caps?" Per interrupted, his imagination instantly 
flaring up. 


Varg resisted the urge to grin, and shook his head. 


'No..the food court is adjacent to my store, we sell small nick nacks, stuff like key chains, snow globes and 


miniature books.” He explained, watching the look on Per's face become confused. 
Varg opened the taps and tested the water temperature with his fingertips. 
"How did you get the cinnamon buns then?" Per asked before Varg said: 


"| have an.admirer. She works at the sweets counter. Earlier today she came by and gave me a box. They're 


rice, but | don't like cinnamon rolls. You might, they're very popular in your Sweden as far as | know," 


"They are.and yes | do like them." Per said slowly, his eyebrows furrowing. He tilted his head as if trying to 


figure out how he was supposed to feel, 


Varg watched as Per took off his sweater and tank top, his ribs straining against his thin, transculent skin. He 
dropped them in the sink. 


"The feeling isn't mutual by the way." Varg added, deciding that unless Per had a preference for very cold or 
scalding water, the temperature as it was was perfect. 


"Huh?" Per asked, rearranging his pale, blonde hair. It was already beginning to curl at the ends from the rain 


earlier. 
"| don't like her back." Varg pointed out, watching as the Swede's eyes widened before they went downcast. 
"Er..uh..cool?" 


Varg decided he could tease Per, and get more information out of what happened to him -since he had bruises 


and cuts alongside his waist and wrists- later. 

"lIl let you take your bath, would you like a cinnamon roll?" 

"Yeah..yeah sure." Per nodded, his voice paper thin as he began unzipping his jeans, sliding them off his hips. 
As Varg left his bathroom he thought to himself of how skinny Per was, almost skeletal now. 


Mayhem couldn't be doing that badly anymore, but whilst Øystein, who was also the size of a twig, was slowly 
putting on weight, Per was still as bony as he was when Mayhem was dirt poor. If not borier. 


Come to think of it, Varg's never seen Per eat, and could remember Øystein complaining about his bandmates 
dietary habits more than once. Maybe that's why he's an insomniac, he's so hungry that it keeps him up at 
night. It might be his body's biological reaction to needing nutrition, it could also explain his moodyness. 


Varg gathered some throw pillows and settled them down on the love seat, briefly deliberating asking whether 
Per would like to sleep on his bed too before deciding that..no.. no that'd be weird 


"You can look through my closet if you need some extra clothing!" Varg called out as he heard the bathroom 


door opening and closing. 
"Okay.thank you." Per said, before his footsteps disappeared into Varg's bedroom. 


"Have some multivitamins.” Varg urged when Per reemerged in the rattiest pair of sweatpants and t shirt 


Varg owned - and consequently his favourite. 


Per's jaw set in objection before he wordlessly accepted them, slowly picking apart his cinnamon bun as the 


sun behind began to rise. 
"Did he hit you?" Varg asked, sitting down parallel to him after pouring himself a cup of tea. 


"Yeah.. but | hit him first though so | guess it was fair game." Per shrugged, frowning as he bit into a small 
piece of his pastry. He chewed twenty six times before swallowing. 


Varg still didn't really think it was fair game, but he might have had a bias. 

"Why live with him if he's so insufferable?" Varg asked suddenly, voice laced with bitterness. 

He watched as Per bowed his head, thick, wet strings hanging in his face. 

"Well.where am | going to go? Jarn's living with his pregnant girlfriend and | don't think living one on one with 
Jan is an option.. all of my ‘friends' are his really just his friends, | could go back to Sweden but then it 
wouldn't work out with Mayhem anymore." 

"Why did you come to me then?" Varg asked, balancing the heavy weight of his skull onto his palm. 

Per looked up at him, his eyes blown out in surprise. His cheeks began to redden as he stammered: 

"Er.] don't know? | supposed I'd really like to think that we're friend outside of Øystein" 


"We are friends outside of Øystein" Varg quickly confirmed. 


Hell, Varg didn't know if he'd consider himself Oystein's friend at all. They worked together, that was about it 


nowadays. 
"Really?" Per said, his face turning even pinker and Varg smiled at him. 


"Yes." He laid his hand down on the table in front of Per mid-sip, watching behind his rim to see if he'd accept 
it. 


Per traced his sticky fingers over his hard knuckles, smiling to himself as Varg pushed his fingers through the 
indents between Per's and squeezed tightly. 


"| care about you deeply." Varg admitted, his tone quiet to his own ears. 

From an early age Varg taught himself to speak loudly and clearly. To command respect because that was the 
only way you would get it in this world but it seemed like it was difficult to be dominating when saying things 
like 1 care about you! 


He untwined their hands, taking Per's empty plate when he was done eating. 


"Do you want to sleep or do you want more of something?" The sky was already a lighter shade of blue, the 


sun ready to creep up over the horizon within the next half an hour. 


Varg, unglamorously, had the afternoon and evening shift again, and with Per at his house he was unsure when 


he'd have the chance to work on more material for Burzum. 


‘lm ready to sleep- no.don't do that, I'll wash my dishes." Per frowned, scrambling out of the chair and taking 


the dirty plate out of Varg's hands. 

Varg let him without a fight, sighing and shaking his head. Whatever Per wanted. 

Varg reached into his storage closet, watching out of the corner of his eyes as Per scrubbed the dishes hard, 
as if trying to remove any sign that he had been there. Varg didn't think he'd mind the reminder of Per's 


presence. 


His aura was ghostly, sometimes on the train ride home it left Varg wondering if Per really existed, or was 


merely a figment of Varg's imagination. 


He smoothed out the edges of the quilt over the couch, fluffling out a pillow -one of his own- and turned 
around to look at Per, who was staring right back He tilted his head and Varg offered him a shakey smile. 


"Goodnight?" It sounded like a question 


"Goodnight." Per nodded and walked past him to curl up on the couch, his legs too long to fit all the way inside 


of the confines of his couch. Offering Per a spot on his bed seemed more and more logical as the seconds 


dragged on.but Varg remained silent. 


Shrugging to himself and flipping off the light switch, Varg made his way into his bedroom, crashing face first 
into the pillow. There were slivers of pinkish light already slicing through the walls. 


Varg clutched his pillow, shuffling his feet underneath his duvet and sighed. It would be weird to suddenly tap 
Per on the shoulder and ask him if he wanted to sleep with him because those bruises must have hurt when 


he hugged his knees to his chest the way he did. 


He slept like a fetus, innocent and vulnerable, nothing like Varg who slept on his back as if ready to face anyone 


and anything, even in sleep. 

Goddamnit.. 

"Kristian- er..Varg?" He heard Per's voice pierce through the stillness. 

"Ah..yes?" Varg asked, too tired to be mad at the mistake in using his ‘real’ name. 


"l." Per shifted his weight on his other leg, "feel like | haven't thanked you properly, so thank you for letting 
me stay here, it makes me really happy." That felt almost child-like, granted Per hardly ever smiled. 


"We're friends.it's only natural." Varg dismissed, but he could still see Per's ankles in the sun square. He took a 


deep breath and decided to add: 


"Do you think it would be strange to sleep with me? To be honest the couch can't be too comfortable, your 


bruises must hurt" 

"You spent time setting the bed up on the couch I'd feel-" 
"It doesn't matter. Would you like to?" 

Per hesitated for a second before saying: "Yes. | would” 


"Get the pillow and come here then" Varg decided, scooting over and listening to the tap tap tap of Per's feet 


against the hardwood floor. In less then a minute he came back with the pillow. 


Per laid down, still like a corpse before Varg closed his eyes and felt shaking fingers tracing the scar running 


over his chin, 
"Where did you get this from?" 


"| don't know," Varg answered honestly, a smile coaxing his facial features. He was so young when he got it 


that he couldn't remember what he'd looked like without the big, ugly scar ruining his face, "My mother says | 


was marked by the gods to make me feel better." 


"Maybe you were." Per said cryptically, and Varg couldn't help but wonder if that was a reference to his 


appearance. He wouldn't answer honestly even if it was. 


Varg opened his eyes, straining with sleepiness as he looked at Per. His eyes were downcast, orange light 


reflecting against his blond hair. 


He looked like a thing of perfection in that second, soaked in sunrise, his clear blue eyes framed by pale 
eyelashes. Shadows draped across his gaunt features, his heart shaped lips, turning his imperfections into small 
details that made the bigger picture even more fucking beautiful 


Varg couldn't resist telling him, his filter turning off just for that moment alone. 


"You are so beautiful." He pushed a lock of hair behind Per's ears, to get a better look at sloping cheekbones. 
There was a weakness to his voice which Varg did not like, but seemed to disarm Per just enough for blue 


eyes to be staring at him, bursting with restrained emotion 
"You really think so?" He asked. 


He could lie, there was no reason to tell the truth. There was no reason to make himself vulnerable before Per 
but.. blue eyes with white rings interspersed seemed to contain the entire universe and more, all in the body 
of a man who Varg wasn't sure was all there mentally, but Varg admittedly felt great affection for 
nonetheless. Affection he didn't necessarily like about himself, affection he didn't necessarily want to feel. 


Warmth spread through his body, and he wished he'd felt this way when the girl handed him the box of 


cinnamon rolls with her big toothy smile. Yet It was Per who made him feel that way. Another man 


And it was those big, goddamn blue eyes that made Varg realize that there was nothing stopping him from 
lying..but there was nothing stopping him from telling the truth either. 


"| do." So he said. 


"Thank you." Per smiled. It ate up his face and twisted it into something even more gorgeous. Varg almost 


forgot how to breathe. 

Fingers traced the scar over his chin again, thumbing the ridges. 

"Reminds me of fjords." Well, fjords were beautiful things so Varg supposed that was good. Per took his hand 
and pressed a shaky kiss onto Varg's knuckles. He hadn't shaven for a few days, and it scratched against his 


skin. 


Per let his hand drop onto the mattress, and Varg realized they were lying so close to each other, and their 


hands closer. He enclosed Per's hand in his, both completely visible underneath the rising sun 


It was in shades of pink, yellow and orange but seen only through a veil of fuzz, Varg squeezed tight like this 
was what their lives held on and said, with irony: 


"Good morning, Pelle.” 


And Per said right back, with equal irony that convinced Varg that somewhere, someplace, Per still had some 


sanity left inside of him: 
"Good morning to you too." 


End 


